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The Guardian Angel of All Hallows\’ Eve 


Author's Notes: 


I\ve been a TON fan for as long as | can remember. Shockingly, ve never written in this fandom. So here it 


goes! 


4st October 1995 
The fax arrived three days ago, sitting ominously on my desk like a final tax demand. 


Peter Steele requests your presence, was all it had said. The address had been some obscure place. The date, in 


true Steele style, was Halloween 


Which is why I'm driving down some single track road, in fuck knows where, in the middle of the night. Oh, and 
did | mention its blowing a fucking storm out there? 


| tried to call the guy. Tried to reason with him. Tell him | couldn't make it. Tried to talk about what he wanted 
to talk about on the phone. But that didn't fucking happen. 


Fat raindrops begin to splatter against the windshield and | turn on the wipers. They squeak against the glass, 
setting my teeth on edge. | don't want to be out here, not at this time of night. 


Look for the lamp, reads the instructions on the piece of thermal paper. 


The road has no lights, no markings, nothing. Its just a badly surfaced track through the middle of the trees. 
They sway in the headlights, caught by the wind, leaves twisting and twirling into my path. | swear that, among 
the branches, | can see things. Things which shouldn't exist on this plane. Things which should be banished back 
to the depths of Hell. | swear there are Hellfire lit eyes staring at me, watching me, following my every move, 
waiting for me to leave the car so they can drag me to my doom. A shiver ripples along my spine. The place is 


truly creeping me out. 


As | take a sharp bend, a lamp looms before me. Planted on the left side of the road, a flickering flame shines 
from the four sided lamp. It looks like something from the 1900's, a relic left behind when the original owners 
mysteriously disappeared. Swinging the car beneath it, | stare up at it, taking in the swirling iron work. 
Something definitely doesn't feel right. 


Grabbing my cigarettes, | place one between my lips. My hands shake as | light it and | inhale the nerve- 
calming smoke. Outside, the wind howls around the car, the lights casting long, bony shadows away in to the 


darkness. 


Finally, the cigarette burns down to the filter and | flick it from the window, a blast of cold air catching the 
side of my face. Turning the engine off, | slowly slide from the car, the wind and rain hitting me like an icy 
blanket. The lamp lights the beginning of a grass covered path, winding away in to the darkness. Again, the fear 
clutches me, tightening my body, and | want to run But I'm not going to. I'm not going to give Steele the 
opportunity to call me a pussy. I'm gonna face this head on Whatever he wants to say to me, he can say to 


my face. 


My feet rustle fallen leaves and the strengthening wind picks at my hair. Reaching behind me, | grab it, holding 
it tight. | want to see where l'm going, want to see if something's going to jump the fuck out at me. ‘Cause if it 
does, | want to be ready to kick its ass. 


The path curves its way through the trees, more of the Victorian-looking lamps picking out the way. Their 
flames barely cast any light but it's enough to know that l'm heading in the right direction and not veering off 
to my doom in the depths of the forest. All around me, the trees making noises, whistling and screeching. It 


could be coming from the trees, or from whatever hides among them. I'd rather not fucking find out which. 


From the midst of the forest, it looms before me, a building which looks like a transplant from a Gothic novel. 


Gas lamps light the entrance and candles flickers in the windows, the path opening up to a wide driveway which 


no cars will ever reach. | can just about make out the grey smoke pouring from a chimney. Smoke which | 
swear has stars hanging in it. In daylight, the building probably looks like a fucking joke. But, in the dead of night 


with wind and rain howling around me, it looks like the kind of place Dracula would haunt. 
Or Peter Steele. 


For all their bitching about not wanting be classed as a goth band, they don't half manage to amp up the 


image. 


Walking over the pebble covered driveway, | make for the door, fighting against the coming storm. l'm cold, l'm 
wet, and now l'm fucking pissed off. If he gets out of this with all his limbs intact, itll be a fucking miracle. | 
don't like games and this one's gone on fucking long enough. 


| barely touch the heavy wooden door for it to creak open. My nerves are already frayed and the sound 
nearly sends me sprinting back through the trees. Beyond it is a long hallway, candles resting on every surface 
and in every nook. They pierce the oily darkness, lighting the way To an opened door. As quietly as | can, | shut 
the door behind me, locking out the cold and the rain. The house is warm, something | hadn't expected from 
such an old looking building. Who builds such a place anyway? Who decides that, oh, they fancy a British stately 
home in the middle of the fucking forest? Fucking weirdos. 


Beneath my feet, the floor creaks, each footstep echoing toward the lit room. | can see more dancing lights 
and, as | advance, hear the crackle of a fire. The hall is lined with furniture; bookcases, side tables and 
dressers. | catch my reflection in a mirror and nearly shit myself. My face is a cavern of shadows and light, 
my eyes looking even crazier than normal, my hair wind whipped and wild. What the fuck am | doing? 

Taking a deep breath and trying to steady my racing heart, | step into the room. It's a library, complete with 
floor to ceiling bookshelves, the roaring fire I'd heard, a thick sheepskin rug, and two, tall backed chairs. They 
face toward the fire and, from the one on the right, | see a long pair of legs stretch out. 

"Mustaine?" 

Fuck me! The deep voice makes me jump and | suddenly feel like a kid watching a horror film. 

"Yeah, it's me." | manage to compose myself, but only just. 


He doesn't stand, just speaks to me from the shadows of the chair. "Good to see you made it. Take a seat" 


If my band could see me now, they'd be hooting with laughter at my fear. Nervously | stride across the room 


and drop in to the chair, fingers reaching for my cigarettes. 


"Don't bother." | look toward the opposite side of the fire and he's there, tall body folded in to the chair, a 


glass of wine dangling from one hand. 


| draw one from the packet. "Why the fuck not? You drag me through a fuckin’ horror film and now you're 
telling me not to smoke. Get a fuckin’ life, Steele." 


He doesn't look at me, eyes on the fire. The way he's sitting and his refusal to look at me is making me more 


than a little uncomfortable. 

Finally he does look up, eyes dark "I want to talk to you about David" 

Screw the niceties. It's straight to the point with this guy. 

"You mean Junior?" | toss the cigarettes to one side. 

"No, | mean David. Not that cute pet name you gave him" The sarcasm drips from his voice. 
| feel the hackles on the back of my neck stand, a shiver going down my arms. "And?" 


I've heard rumours." That voice just commands attention and the way the final word rolls from his tongue 


sends me sinking into the chair. 


"Right. Okay. Who's fuckin’ opened their mouth now?" | demand. Like fuck am | going to take this. Whoever's 
been talking is going to get the biggest ass kicking going. They'll be lucky if they ever walk again. 


Peter glances down at the wine he holds, swirling the red liquid around the glass. In this light, | could swear it's 


blood. Maybe it is. 

"Let me rephrase that," he begins. "Eye witness accounts." 
| snort. "Whose?" 

He lifts his eyes to look at me. "Mine." 


Don't get me wrong, | love Peter to death. He's a great guy, down to earth and with time for everyone. To say 
he's the nicest person in metal is an understatement. We should all be taking notes of his kindness, love and 
generosity. The way he treats everyone from myself, to the fans, is second to none. Yeah, he's a bit of a 
junkie like me, likes to get a bit crazy, but he's got a heart bigger than the globe. You can have a real heart to 
heart with him and he'll never tell another soul. Which is why I'm going to give him the benefit of the doubt. 


At least for the next minute or so. Then it's open season. 
"What the fuck are you on about?" 


He takes a drink of the wine before letting it dangle beside the chair. "I saw," he says, voice low and filled with 


menace, "how you treated him, back in July. | know, Mustaine, that you two are more than friends." 


| get to my feet, my temper beginning to fly. "Fuck youl" 
"Sit!" 


It's a command | can't ignore and my knees give way, sending me crashing back to the chair. But my temper's 
still there, bubbling away under the surface, ready to come and bite. There's something about this guy, 
somehow he can see beyond the exterior and read people like books. Me and Junior may never have told 
anyone about our relationship but Peter had read something in us, something in the way we acted, and seen it 


all. 
"Why'd you hit him, Mustaine?" 


My jaw tightens up and my hands ball in to fists. | eye him up, wanting to lash out. Instead, he watches the 
fire, quietly sipping at his drink while he waits for my reply. 


| remember the day, although why it happened has since been lost to the annals of my mind, washed away on 
the copious amounts of drink and drugs | took in the wake of it. In hindsight, | should have shut the door to 
our dressing room. But, as it was in the far corner of the building, | hadn't bothered. Few people were 
bothering us, too put off by an earlier outburst from Dangerous Dave and, yet again, my anger had been at 
boiling point, stopping me from thinking clearly. My hand had been wrapped in his hair, the other punishing him 
with blows to his body. | remember the screams, the pitiful cries, and the tears. | remember the blood on my 
knuckles, the way my spirit responded so viciously to Junior's howls of agony. He'd begged me to let go, begged 
me to leave him alone, begged me to stop. But | hadn't. | carried on until he hung limp in my hand, knees 
buckling, feet unable to hold him up, eyes flickering open and closed, blood and bruises splattering his skin like 
some bastardised painting. | must have let him go at some point, let him crash to the floor. | hadn't cared 
about him in that moment. Hadn't thought of him as my boyfriend and lover. Hadn't thought of him as the one 
who'd stood by me through everything. He'd just been a bag of bones for me to take my anger and 


frustration out on 
At some point someone must have scooped him up and carted him off to the ER because he turned up the 
next morning, bandaged and bruised He'd refused to talk to me, even to look me in the eye. Just curled up on 


the bus as we'd trundled on to our next date, nursing his wounds, and his pride. 


"He's not your punching bag, Mustaine." Steele's voice is still filled with menace and my body tightens further. | 


want to slug him, want to take him down and show him who's boss. 
"And?" 
He looks at me and | can see his jaw is tight, as though he's holding everything back. "David's not like us." 


| roar with laughter, my head thrown back into the padded leather of the seat. "What the fuck are you on, 


man? You gotta be on something good to come up with that. ‘Course he's like us." 


Peter shakes his head, strands of that poker straight black hair falling in to his eyes. "No, he's not like us. He 


never has been, and never will be." 
"Come on then. How's he different from us?" 


He looks past me, to the shadows of the room, as though there's something there, waiting for us. "Just take a 
real good look at him, Mustaine. Take a look in to his eyes and tell me what you see. That guy has a heart of 
solid gold, and a soul to match. He shouldn't be in this business but he is, and he's here for a reason" 


"And what fuckin’ reason would that be?" 


Peter shrugs and drains his glass. Leaning forward, he swipes up the bottle from beside the fire and pours 


himself another. l'm tempted to grab the bottle and take a drink. 


"To show us the error of our ways, perhaps. To show us that we're the assholes. To show us that we don't 
have to be dicks to get what we want in this world. To show us that you can love and be happy and be a part 


of our world. To show us it's not all sex, drugs and rock n' roll." 
"Oh, come on, Steele, there's not a bad fuckin’ bone in your body. What you musing on Junior for?" 


He swings back to me, eyes blazing in the low light. "Cause | hate seeing the smaller guys get picked on That 
guy is several inches shorter than you, and a good few pounds lighter to boot. He can't hold his own in a fight. 
Which is why you pick on him, isn’t it? Because even if he does fight back, he's not going to do much damage?" 


That was it! How dare someone accuse me of such things?! Leaping from the chair, | launch myself at him, all 
guns blazing. My brain is in overdrive and l'm not thinking straight, the adrenaline pumping through me. No 


sooner am | on my feet than a hand wraps around my throat, stopping me in my tracks. 


"Just try it, Mustaine," he growls "You want to find out what it's like to be the smaller guy in a fight, then be 
my guest.” 


The strong fingers dig into my skin, blocking my airway. | begin to choke, the anger draining from me as | begin 
to fight back. My hands scrabble at his, my voice weak as | try and howl. Red dots begin to appear before my 
eyes, my breath cut off. 


As suddenly as it starts, he lets go, tossing me to the floor. | land heavily, gasping, my hands rubbing at my 
sore throat. It only takes a couple of deep breaths before | launch myself at him, grabbing at his ankles. The 
bigger they are, the harder they falll 


Peter collapses beside me in a flurry of black hair and clothing. A large hand slams against my chest, holding 
me down, and | hear myself laugh. It's a harsh sound, rattling like the autumn leaves. 


"Come on, Steele, you know you want a fuckin’ go!" 


| feel him pull away and | look up at him. I'd forgotten how menacing he could be, tall and filling out every inch 


of his clothes. There's a snarl on his face and | know he's going to come at me again. 


"IIl have a go," he hisses. "But | don't think you're worth my time. You can be a great guy, Mustaine, but | 
don't like seeing what you do. People who beat on those weaker than themselves are destined to fail. You don't 


deserve David. Hell, none of us deserve him." 


The words chill my heart, and | stare at the ceiling. Is it true? | don't deserve David? Yeah, | beat on him, and, 
deep in my mind, | know | shouldn't. He's my fucking boyfriend, | should never lay a finger to him. 


But the anger of having my life shoved in to my face begins to rise again, boiling beneath my skin. Scrambling 


to my feet, | glare at the man in the seat, my lips peeling back into my infamous sneer. 
"Who made you Junior's guardian angel, huh?" 


Peter doesn't look at me, instead nursing his drink again. "Because someone needs to be. No one else is going to 


stand up for him, not when they've got to get past you. You want to keep him, right?" 


My fingernails scratch at my palms, and | force back the urge to start using my fists. For once, | want to 
hear what he has to say. "Yeah, | want to keep him." 


"Then start treating him properly and not just like some plaything. ‘Cause if you keep treating him like that 


then, sooner or later, like any toy, he's going to break and you'll have nothing.” 


Silence falls over us, broken only by the crackle of the fire. | stare at the flames, hypnotized by them. In the 
depths of them | see us, me and Junior, side by side. | see him as he first was, all smiles and sparkling eyes, 
his hands seeking mine, pressing kisses to my mouth. Slowly it cycles through the seasons of our life until we 
reach now. He's nearly thirty one and the sparkle in his eyes has gone. He looks at me with quiet disdain while 


he hides his wounds beneath his clothes. Only when | call him does he come to my arms. 


Only now am | noticing the split that's breaking us apart. My emotions cycle in bitter waves; anger, love, hurt, 


acceptance, frustration, comfort, pain, happiness, low self esteem, and | don't know which one to embrace. 
"Fuck." | mutter. 


"You're seeing it, aren't you? Seeing what an asshole you've been. The question is, are you going to go and fix 
what you've broken?" 


If | felt creeped out walking through the woods on Halloween, nothing had prepared for this moment. The 
moment he got inside my head and saw my thoughts, saw the person | was and thrust it back at me. Fuck 
knows how he does it. I'm not sure | want to know. What | do know was that l'd taken the one person I've ever 


truly loved and turned them against me, made them hate and fear me in equal measures. Junior didn't stay 


because he loved me. He stayed because he knew that if he left I'd hunt him down and kill him. Because if | 


couldn't have him then no one could. 
To my right | hear that deep voice speak, "Do you want me to show you the person you could be?" 
| barely manage to mumble a "Sure". 


The flames change and again | see myself and Junior. This time they're happier images, me apologising to him 
over and over, slowly regaining his trust. Gradually the sparkle begins to return to his eyes, the smiles 
beginning to light up his face again, nose crinkling in that cute way I've always loved. Once more, his hands find 
mine, holding me tight. t's what I've always needed; someone who truly loves and cares for me, completely and 


unconditionally. | had it, for a while, before | took advantage of it and began tearing it limb from limb. 


| don't know what kind of magic he's using, whether it comes from him, or is a by product of Halloween. Or 


even if l'm just hallucinating. Whatever it is, it scares and fascinates me in equal measures. 


The image shimmers and steps from the fire, creating flame-made, life size images of us. We're stood beneath 
a full moon, older, and hopefully wiser. Junior looks at me, eyes filled with the same love and wonder | saw 
when | first met him. He reaches out to stroke my face and | move into his touch, allowing him to guide me in 


to a kiss. 


Surrender. That's what | need to do. Give it all over to him and stop pretending that | can pick and choose 


which pieces | want. It's all or nothing. 

A hand brushes my cheek and | struggle to swallow around the lump in my throat. 

"Let me show you what it's like to be him." Peter's voice is softer, the earlier anger gone. 

Drainea, | give myself over to him and allow him to show me another world. He takes me there and then, on 
the soft rug before the fire, my clothes eased from my body, hands and lips replacing them. | cry as he 
pushes my legs apart, scream as he enters me. Giving up everything is a painful process. But it soon changes 


to soft sighs and moans, the pleasure washing over me as the flames of the fire warm our skin. 


wun 


April 2010 


| remember the morning after all too well. The storm had blown itself out and bright sunlight had streamed 
through the large windows. Beyond them, | could see the golden and red leaves of autumn, the ones which had 
survived the night still precariously hanging on to the branches. 


Peter had been curled around me, a thick blarket pulled over us. The fire had burned low, only the barest of 


embers still glowing in the hearth. We'd parted on better terms than when we had arrived, a new found 


respect for him in my heart. 


| sit on the couch in Vic's Garage, my knees drawn to my chest and my iPad resting on them. | know that l'm 


probably pale and the sickness is rising, churning through me as | read the headline over and over. 
Type 0 Negative members confirm Peter Steele's death 


Shit, shit, shit. The guy's the same age as me, and now he's gone. The person who had appointed himself as 
David's guardian angel has finally gained his wings. 


"Dave? Dave, are you okay?" 


| manage to look up, knowing that my eyes are probably red and threatening to shed tears. David looks at me, 


face filled with worry. 

"No," | confess. "I'm not okay." 

David drops to the couch and curls himself up beside me, head resting on my shoulder and an arm wrapping 
around me. His closeness is a great comfort and | lean into him. | know he's reading the news article from the 
way his hand gently strokes my hair. 

"You liked him, huh?" 

| manage to nod. "Yeah, | liked him. He was a great guy. Could see the good in everyone." 


"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." Somehow | look at David and force a smile through the veil of tears which has begun to fall. "He had a 
real soft spot for you." 


"Yeah?" David's face lights up in the way it always does when he finds out that someone accepts him just the 
way he is. 


Putting the tablet computer to one side, | brush away my tears, my smile still in place. "Yeah. He thought you 
were the greatest guy to ever walk the earth." 


| watch a wave of emotions pass over my lover's face. | can only imagine what he's thinking and feeling right 


now. 


"Why didn't he tell me?" he softly asks. "| mean, we did bump in to one another from time to time. And I'd love 
to have told him | respected him." 


Gently | pull David to me. "Because he didn't need to tell you. He treated you great, right?" 


| feel David nod. "Yeah, he always had a ton of time for me. Always wanted to know how | was doin’ and all of 


that" 

"Well, there you go. Actions speak louder than words." 

And they do. | needed putting in my place. Needed to be shown that everything | had was just motherfuckin’ 
perfect. And whenever we did run in to Peter, I'd get subtle warnings of who I'd been. Little warnings for my 
eyes only, reminders to keep treating the one who loved me with the respect me deserved. 

On the way home from the studio, we stop at a store. We feel it's right to light some candles tonight and 
remember a soul who's no longer with us. Black and green seemed suitable colours, and they flicker away on 


the mantlepiece, a small reminder of what's been and gone, and what's to come. 


See you in the next life, Peter. | promise I'll be good for my remaining days on this plane. 


